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"Twenty."

A thick mop of corn-coloured hair fell about his head,
and his features were rather coarse and floppy. He
looked like a pleasant farmer's boy in the Tyrol, shy
and quite gentle.

" What were you in ? "

"Panzer division/'

" Were you in a tank ? "

"Yes."

"Nasty, smelly things, aren't they? "

"Yes."

"Are you all right here ? "

"Oh, yes/'

" I mean, do they treat you all right? "

" Oh, yes. But I wish I could go back to Germany.
I have not heard anything of my family. I would like
to go back to Germany."

"I'm afraid it's pretty grirn there nowadays."

'' Yes.   But it is my country/'

The sky was dappled with crimson and gold as the
plane soared away from El Adem on the last lap to
Cairo. I looked down at the desert where we fought.
The broken tanks and trucks had been cleared away for
scrap iron, and there were few traces of our fighting
except the trenches and the graves. I remembered how
nearly we were defeated. How nearly I might have
waited on the German boy and served him. And I
wondered if he would have been kind to me.